GENEVA

Co-operation. The young gentleman is the public.

THE JUDGE. An impartial spectator, eh?

THE BETROTHED. No, my lord. Very partial to the
girl. Engaged, in fact.

THE JUDGE. My best congratulations. May I warn
you all that the instruments on the table are micro-
phones and televisors? I have arranged so as to avoid
a crowd and make our proceedings as unconstrained
and comfortable as possible; but our apparent privacy
is quite imaginary.

General consternation. They all sit up as in church.

BEGONIA. But they should have told us this when
we came in. Billikins has been sitting with his arm
round my waist, whispering all sorts of silly things.
Theyll be in The Camberwell Times tomorrow,

THE JUDGE. I'm sorry. You should have been
warned. In the International Court no walls can hide
you, and no distance deaden your lightest whisper.
We are all seen and heard in Rome, in Moscow, in
London, wherever the latest type of receiver is
installed.

BEGONIA.   Heard!   You mean ov.erheard.

THE WIDOW. And overlooked. Our very clothes are
transparent to the newest rays. It is scandalous.

THE JUDGE. Not at all, Sefiora. The knowledge that
we all live in public, and that there are no longer any
secret places where evil things can be done and wicked
conspiracies discussed, may produce a great improve-
ment in morals.

THE WIDOW, I protest. All things that are private
are not evil; but they may be extremely indecent.

BEGONIA. We'd better change the subject, I think
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